ELLEN   TERRT
it was the very faintest possible shadow, and the meeting of these distinguished artists took place in David Garrick's shameful old farce, or travesty, of Shakespeare which, I regret to say, still holds the stage, called, Katharine and Petruchio. I have not much recollection of the performance, save that Ellen Terry was the sweetest shrew ever seen, and that it seemed barbaric to crack a whip in her presence, or to go through the tomfoolery of the blackened leg of mutton and the bonnet-boxes. Irving must have been angular, and, as John Oxenford said, more like a "brigand chief' than an ideal Petru-_